CAESAR      IN      ABYSSINIA
the entrance of the cave, while an Ethiopian doctor rendered
first aid.
March 25—new bombardment.
An aeroplane bearing the numbers 60-6 came down even
lower than the planes before. The Ethiopians set two
machines on fire. They were sure that they had seen them
wrapped in smoke and burning. Probably the petrol tanks
had been pierced.
Our offensive upon the positions on the pass of Togule
and the hills in front of the little village of Mai Chow is
always being put off. . . .
Details are discussed; there is an appearance of
preparation. . . .
The commander of the Imperial Guard tells me that
we are waiting for the arrival of the 75 mm. The Emperor
did not wish to begin before the gun was there.
On March 26 a large machine again flew so low that we
thought it would enter the cave. The brilliant Italian
aviation is doing its work irreproachably and risking more
than it ought to risk. The Emperor, at whose side I remained
during the attack, turned to me and said : " They are
really very brave."
A fine rain is falling and the air is misty, but that does not
interrupt the methodical business of the Italian aviators.
I see them again rising out of the fog, their wheels seeming
sometimes just to skim the trees.
On March 27 and 28 the Emperor ordered observations
to be made with large optical instruments, the attack being
liable to begin one day or the next.
What really was preventing it ?
As we learnt later, we were negotiating with the local
population, the Tigrinised Azebu Galla—the same Azebu
who had killed the Minister of War, Ras Mulugeta, his
elder son and many of his soldiers during their retreat from
Makalle. Their corpses, decomposing now, littered the road
between Mai Chow and Lake Ashangi.
All the Azebu who were " on our side " were being sum-
moned.
Libs were distributed among them : long striped silk
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